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Sons of Llewelyn ! Offspring of Glyndwr ! 
Rise from your hearths in dell and moor : 
Young men of Cymru, leap up like your sires ; 
Leave to the shirkers cosy fires. 
Up to arms! and put the Turk and Hun, « 
Austrian and Bulgarian on the run: 
Crush the Kaiser, seize the turban’d Turk : 
Hurl him out of Europe—to the work ! 


Arthur is with us! He is not asleep: 

Though many thought his slumber deep : 
So did the Kaiser, and, with falcon gaze, 
Eyed our fair island through the haze. 


Up to arms! etc. 


Six hundred years have passed, and many more, 
Since the invader trod our shore ; 
Now our great Dreadnoughts, on their deadly 


beat, 
Have “ bottled up”’ the Kaiser’s fleet. 
Up to arms ! etc. 


Brave boys, our battles are across the seas ; 
There strike the war-hog to his knees: 
Ne’er shall our hamlets, smiling in the sun, 
Be the foul hog-sty of the Hun. 


Up to arms! ete. 


When did the Cymry—oft in hopes forlorn— 
Fail to acclaim the ‘‘ Hirlas’’ horn ? * 
Strong in their motto—‘‘ Better death than 
shame ’’+ 
‘Onward they went through death to fame. 


Up to arms! etc. 
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(Air: ‘* Rhyfelgyrch 
Capten Morgan.”’) 


‘*¥V Ddraig Goch a 
Ddyry Cychwyn.” 
(Free translation : “‘ The Red 
Dragon sets them going.’’) 


* The “ Hirlas”’ horn was 
a war horn, as well asa hunt- 
ing horn and drinking bowl. 


t* Gwell angeu na chy- 
wilydd.”’ In later times the 
motto of the old 41st Welsh, 
and now of the Welsh 
Regiment. 
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Freedom’s your watchword: and your constant 
boast ; 

Now to her help and join her host ! 
Let not conscription show her alien face, 
Ever disdained by our brave race. 


Up to arms! etc. 


Belgium and Serbia feel the tyrant’s heel ; 
Mailed is his fist ; besmeared his steel : 
Shrines desecrated : homes a smothered wail ; 
Sabre the ruffan! Make him quail ! 
Up to arms! ete. 


Now is the moment! Now or nevermore ! 
Come and protect our sea-girt shore : 
Strike out for Belgium: succour brave allies : 
Shatter the nest of greed and lies ! 
Up to arms! etc. 


Mothers of heroes, nurtured on their breast : 
Those who have given of their best : 
All say they’d sooner lose them in the strife 
Than coddle “‘ shirkers ”’ all through life. 


Up to arms! etc. 


Forth then to battle! Up with all your might ! 
This is a war for God and right ! 
All feuds must vanish: we’ve a common foe ; 
Then with your comrades—Forward go ! 


Up to arms! and put the Turk and Hun, 
Austrian and Bulgarian on the run ; 
Crush the Kaiser! Grip the turban’d Turk! 
Strength be to your elbow—to the work ! 


Bronwydd, Penarth. Davin Davies. 
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